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Where old-time ships came, canvas seagull-white,
articulate around our coast, the seas
speak sailors' Spanish, Dutch and Portuguese,
mutter and roar and whisper, day and night.

Lost names are sounded, could we hear aright,
that beat the Endeavour by two centuries
inside the Barrier Reef, and mysteries
resolved for which our scholars have no light.

Voices of water tell and tell and tell

the truths we cannot guess, and sun and stars

confirm and store the facts we have not found.

The winds know how a chill foreboding fell
upon a shore where, jostled in by spars,
lay bodies of the first invaders, drowned.
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